CHAPTER VI
AT SEA
; Frame rushed  onward through the night. It
•    the   very ^ hour   in   which   the  Serbian  and ssian ^Premiers were   driving to their capitals e decisions forced on them by the action of the ints in Vienna. And as the thoughts of both Led to the past, as they used the last hours of
•   remember and compare, even so was it with .ders   on   board,   who  had   been  waiting and for years for the sound of strife in Europe, re" had been living through his supreme moment, irely even greater than the moment when, just election, he showed himself on the balcony of
:es, while the Parisians, mocking as ever, shouted : in a jest—Poing carre. Were not the dreams )\ith surpassed, now, when seated on the left the marble-pale Tsaritsa he drove between the tie Imperial Guard, while the Tsar rode beside endent carriage? Hardly in his most optimistic i had the silent ambitions of the lawyer of thirty ) risen to such heights. Now life called for the
effort to reap the full harvest of decades of :e determination. To drive his people into war )ssible, and well he knew it; but if the hereditary ti a heedless moment, offered an opening and •st, or if one could only make it seem so—what :ms destiny to be leader of the French in such ! In this hour Poincare might have been com-
a maiden longing in a dream for the ecstacyoice to his friendship for Germany at this sitting.
